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change in his life—the village was ninety kilometres from
the railway.
Books came to the Youth League by post. The children
read them but could not understand them. There was
no-one to explain. The thin young fellow with high boots
sometimes came, he had grown whiskers by now. He
made a report, things became a little clearer after that
But not much. On Sundays the Komsomols—there were
four of them—put on clean shirts and went to church,
They did not go to pray, but because it was the best
place to meet people. One day Danilov was bridesman
at a wedding and held the crown over the groom's head.
The groom was also a Komsomol, but was married in
church because the girl would not have it otherwise.
His life changed only when the old village school-
mistress retired on a pension and a new one arrived.
The new schoolmistress was called Faina, she was
quite young—barely twenty, and pretty, with thick
braids which she wound round her head in a coronet.
"What the devil are you up to here?" she told the
boys. "Pd have taken your Youth League tickets away
long ago."
She demanded a new cottage near the school, and
when the village Soviet would not hear of it she went to
the district authorities who sent an order for the cottage
to be provided and a club organized there. On returning
she brought with her two packing-cases full of books and
began reading them aloud in the school in the evenings.
At first only her pupils came to the reading, but later
on, adults began dropping in, even elderly people. They
liked the way the schoolmistress read—they had never
heard anything like it before. She would begin reading
quietly, bending to catch the light of the paraffin lamp,
her shoulders hunched under the shawl thrown over
them. She would read calmly, even indifferently, but
then the sense of what she was reading would carry her
out of herself, her face would light up* and the young
eyes would glow under the lowered lashes. Absorbed,
dkdted, she would read now loudly, now almost in a
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